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ACTIVITIES & ARTICLES

The Progressive & 50/50 Raffle Winners Were!
Cathy Kelly (Progressive) $10

Ronnie Chpt J $16.00 (1st 50/50 10%)

Rick Brown  $25.00 (2nd 50/50 15%)

Ken Bixler $41.00 (3rd 50/50 25%)

Happy Birthday 111

Ginger Jarvis 01 Aug
Marianela Moskes 05 Aug

Judy Patishnock 05 Aug

Linda Beavers 11 Aug

Steve Kelly 27 Aug

Jason Reynolds 29 Aug
Happy Anniversary 111

John & Marianela Moskes 05 Aug
Gene & Linda Woods 08 Aug
Chuck & Lynn Banfi 12 Aug

Greetings from the Chapter Directors
By Cathy Kelley

NY/NJ Bi-State Rally

By the time most of you read this we hope to have about
16 of us on our way or at the NY/NJ Bi-State Rally in
Bridgewater NJ. Their schedule, which was published on
the web and then disappeared, had tons of things to do,
both training and social, so we hope to have a great time.
Many of us are in the host hotel, so we hope to ride early
and late and hang out in the air conditioning during the
day. If you are going, please wear a red chapter shirt to
the banquet Saturday night.

Ice Cream Social

Our monthly ice cream social is Wednesday, August 11
at the Baskin-Robbins in Beards Hill Plaza, Rt. 22 in
Aberdeen. There are lots of places nearby for dinner, but
meet us for ice cream at 7pm.

MD-L Ice Cream Sundae

We know how Chapter H likes ice cream, so we invite you
all to join us on Sunday, August 15 from noon-3pm at the
Masonic Lodge in Centrevile MD for Chapter L's 5%
annual Ice Cream Sundae. If you would like to ride as a
group, please meet us to leave the MacDonald’s on Rt 40
in Havre de Grace at 11:30 am. We’'ll meet the Hartmans
at the gas station just after we turn onto Rt 213, so you
northernmost folks can meet us there about noon. They
tell us they have some more fun planned this year, not just
food and ice cream, so let's see what's up.

Chapter H and Traveling

Many of Chapter H have hit the roads for long distance
trips this year. The Surettes and the Patishnocks have just
returned from Nova Scotia and brought back wonderful
reviews of the National Tattoo they saw there (not ink on
skin either) and information on a presentation in Norfolk
VA in April. Some of us would like to set up a ride down to
it, so look for that in the planning meeting in November.
The Woods are just back from California. We hope you
got the email chronicles of their trip. Gene, Linda and
Cody were at the July gathering and Cody presented us
with some rocks from the Pacific Ocean. Thanks, Cody!
Also the Nagels are on a long trip to the Pacific Northwest.
Other chapters may have gone to Wing Ding (we didn’t),
but | bet we have some good numbers for the mileage
contest! So far everyone has had a safe ride. Keep it up!

Chapter Meeting - 4th Sunday at the Golden Corral, Aberdeen, MD Breakfast 8:00A.M./Meeting 9:00A.M.



Wing Ding 33

Speaking of Wing Ding — we just heard it will be in
Knoxville, TN in 2011. Still a long ride, but closer to home
and it's wonderful it will be there since the Honda Hoot
used to be there and it has been discontinued. The date is
after the 4™ of July, so maybe traffic will not be too bad.
The Kelleys would love to go, and we have some good info
on huge mountain cabins we can rent with 4 or 5
bedrooms. It's beautiful country so I'm confident we can
get a group ride set up. Again, something for the planning
meeting in November.

Herr’s Bike Night

We got this info from Ron Jarvis who says we should
have a great time there. There are some prizes to be
won also. The location is near the intersection of routes
272 and 1. Address is: Herr Foods Inc. 20 Herr Drive,
Nottingham, PA 19362-9788

Thursday, August 12th, 2010
5:00 PM - Dusk
RAIN DATE: THURSDAY, AUGUST 19TH.
Delicious Food, Drinks & Snacks with a $5.00
Donation to MDA / Music, door prizes, and lots
more! / Free parking / Vote for your favorite
bike: Best Custom, Best Antique, Best
Import & Best Women's prizes

Maryland District 6™ Annual Rendezvous
Hagerstown MD
We also told you about our annual district rendezvous in
Hagerstown MD this year. It's coming up Sept 10-11. It

looks like a really nice place and is only about a 2 hour
drive into western MD from Bel Air. It's not a ‘scheduled’
event like Winterthing, but more of a casual, ‘do-your-
own-thing’ weekend, although there are some ride
routes already being set up. The site was chosen
because of the gorgeous scenery and great riding roads.
The flyer is here in the newsletter, so check it out.
Rooms are only $80 a night which includes a full
breakfast Sat and Sun morning. The host hotel is the
Clarion Hotel at 901 Dual Highway, Hagerstown, MD
21740, phone 301-733-5100. Website:
http://www.clarionhagerstown.com/. That weekend is
Boonsboro Days and South Mountain’s Living History
Weekend.

Chapter Picnic in September

We mentioned last month, our 4™ annual Chapter Picnic is
coming up in September. We are planning to have our
gathering Sunday, Sept. 26 at 1pm at the Reckord Rd
Park on Mountain Rd in Fallston, and the picnic right
afterwards at 2pm. So have the kids/grandkids and
friends show up at 2. This means WE WILL NOT MEET
AT GOLDEN CORRAL THAT MORNING. The cost is
only $5 for people 12 and up — kids 11 and under are
FREE. That's a great deal. We’re having the meal
catered by Famous Dave’s BBQ and we’re asking chapter
members to please bring your favorite dessert. There will
be games and prizes like last year (including the pie eating
contest) and it's a lovely park, so please plan to come and
have a good time. Bring your kids, grandkids, brothers and
sisters, moms and dads with you. If it rains, we’ll use the
Masonic Lodge.

The flyer is here in the newsletter, so hurry and get those
in to Fran Haslup by Sept. 15. We need a head count to
order the food.

Breakfast Rides

We’ve encouraged everyone to join us in visiting other
GWRRA MD chapters. We thank you all for the visits
you’ve been able to make. However, we mentioned in
our July gathering that Joe Knott has gone on a few
breakfast rides to the American Legion in Ephrata PA on
the 1* Sunday of the month. That sounds like a good
ride, not down interstates and beltways, and the cost is
only $9, so if you'd like to go, please contact Joe. You
can get his email address from our website and his
number is on the phone tree.

Race for the Cure, Oct 3

Once again we've been asked to lend our support, on
the bikes, at the Susan G. Komen Race for the Cure
against breast cancer. We'll be doing intersection road
block detail and the date is Sunday, Oct. 3, from 6am
until about 11am in Hunt Valley MD. That's 2 weeks
earlier than last year, so hopefully we’ll be warmer and



dryer. Please let me know if you are interested ASAP.
They will provide safety vests. I'll be asking other
chapters if they would like to join us.

Rider Educators
By Dave & Debbie Sorrick

Wanted to share this story and thought with you. If
you think about taking a break during a ride - do so
however, we were weighing the pros and cons and
considered the ride we were on. We were 80% on
back country roads that were shady. There was a
slight breeze and the temperature was not miserable.
The back roads did not present any suitable places
for all the bikes to get off the road for a rest stop. The
Wawa was so close to the end of the ride that we just
pushed on.

The main factor we decided was that after relaxing
with ice cream and a drink at our stop in Jarrettsville
at the Deli and Creamery that some riders would be
riding the beltways home in the noon-2pm heat. If
we had made the quick water break some of them
would not have stopped and rested properly at the
end. Nexttime we hope to explore more on the PA
side and will include both a water break and a
refreshment break. Dave Sorrick

Story Time
By Cathy Brown

MAN VS PONY

My Father very rarely told anyone about any of his
ventures until it was over. If the idea worked, he told us.
If it did not, and you discovered that it did not, you kept
your mouth shut! This worked unless something blew up.
The outcome was the same. You knew what happened
but you still kept your mouth shut! | was six years old
when My Dad announced that he would be attending the
auction on Sunday in hopes of buying a pony. He had
decided that we were of an age to learn how to ride.

While Dad was gone most of the day, ours was
spent doing chores. My brother, who was five at the
time, did the chores that required muscle. | always
wondered who would have done those chores if they
had had another girl instead of him. Eventually, after
what seemed the longest day ever, Dad arrived with the
precious cargo. The pony was a beautiful lady the color
of milk chocolate although she did have a few white
spots here and there. The most fascinating part of her
was her tail. She had a long full tail that almost touched
the ground. Now, Dad was almost 6 feet tall. The pony
only came up to his hip. She could have passed for a

large dog rather than a small horse. We spent the next
few minutes Oohing and Aahing her. After about a half -
hour Dad placed her in a fenced field. There she could
eat all the grass she wanted. Dad always gave the
animals plenty of feed and water and the shelter was
good and sturdy.

For the next few days all the family visited the pony
quite often. Dad said that she needed to get acquainted
with her new home and owners. Whenever we
approached the fence she would come over and let us
pet her nose and neck. Every day we took turns giving
her an apple for a treat. She would gently take the apple
from our hand and slowly munch it till it was completely
gone. She knew that the apple represented that our time
was up and she would walk away and roam the field.
One day when it was just the two of us, and after she
had finished the apple, she looked me straight in the
eye. She had never done this before. | had grown up
with a variety of animals and this look was different that
any | had ever seen in all of my 6 years. Her eyes
seemed to be telling me that she had a secret to share.

All'in all we decided that she was a good pony
because she never tried to bite us. That was a big
criterion for my brother and me. We had been bitten by
chickens, goats, geese, sheep, cats, dogs, crawfish, and
frogs and as far as we were concerned bees counted as
bites, too. Mom said that a bee gives a sting not a bite.
But who cares what it’s called when you do the "It Bit
Me” dance!

One of the hardest things to remember was all the
rules Dad had for just about everything. Mom even had
one for Dad while he was sleeping. Don’t touch me, go
to sleep! However, the rule for naming animals was one
of the easiest. The animal had to be the same height or
shorter than you. My brother and | took turns naming the
animals. Dad and | always thought that a name was
special and you should take your time and choose
something that reflects the animal’s personality or
something that is unusual about him or her. Sometimes
an animal would go for weeks before being named.

The only horse that we had on the farm was a
massive male that was harnessed for plowing. His head
and shoulders were well above Dad’s own. He was as
black as midnight and his coat would shine like coal on a
sunny day after he was given a good brushing. My
brother and | were not allowed to go near him. Not
because he was mean but because he was so large.
Dad had the honor of naming the horse. Mom said that
he loved the horse more than her. My brother and |
asked her one day if that was true. She just looked at us
a let out a long sigh. We decided that it was an adult
matter and let it go at that. After weeks of
contemplating, he named the horse, you guessed it,
Blackie!



We lived on a farm that consisted of two mountains.
Between the mountains was a beautiful valley with a
stream running through it. On both sides of the stream
were tall pines that seemed to touch the sky. On one
mountain were acres and acres of blueberries and on
the other was our house that was originally a coal shack.
Dad worked on that house for years and years. But that
is another story for another day.

To the left of our house was cut grass that went on
for a half - mile until it butted up against the forest. After
a week or so he decided that it was time to let us ride the
pony. He had been riding the pony around the pen for a
week and could not find any reason for us not to ride
her. Dad made a big production of leading the pony up
to the grassy area beside the house. Unfortunately, we
had never owned a saddle. On TV it looked like it could
be of value when riding. Even if we did, Dad said “It
would be a waste of time to put it on such a small
animal”. Now, looking at an animal that is smaller than
your Dad is one thing but getting on an animal that is
taller than you is another! Before | could decide if | really
wanted to ride Dad picked me up and placed me on the
pony’s back. |tried to get my legs around her middle so
| could feel like | had some control of the situation. But
that wasn’t going to happen! She may have been short
but she sure wasn’t skinny! Then Dad said “here’s the
reins and grab a hank of mane just in case.” Justin
case of “WHAT” | thought to myself. At that moment the
pony took offl There was no walking; then walking a
little faster; then going into a gallop. Just a “head for the
hills your life is in danger” full out run! Then, without
warning, she came to a full stop. She laid down on her
side with enough force to make me lose my grip on the
reins and off her back | slid. One second later she was
standing over me and looking into my eyes as if to say
“Are you ok?” | nodded my head, yes. Off she went like
an archery arrow! | shook my head and stood up. |
watched her run till she got to the tree line where she
stopped, turned, and proceeded to munch on the newly
mown grass. | looked around to see what Dad was
doing. He was standing there beside my brother
scratching his head.

| guess Dad figured he better go get the pony. On his
way past me asked if | was ok. | said “Yea.” He nodded
once then continued to close in on the pony. The pony
had not moved from her original position. | headed back
to the house and stood by my brother while Dad led the
pony back. After scratching his head some more he
decided that she needed to be shown whose boss. He
climbed on the back of the pony, grabbed the reins, and
gave her a light slap on the rump. She didn’t move!
Now, Dad was not used to anyone or anything not doing
what he said on the first command. The look on his face
was pure disbelief. So, he repeated the slap on the

rump. Nothing! He turned around to look at us and that’s
when the pony decided to take off at a full gallop. Dad’s
mouth made a big 0 while he hung on for dear life!
Before we knew it, she lies down in the exact same spot
as she did with me, and dumps Dad on the grass! He
tries to hold on but the pony was really good at this. So
there you have it, Dad on the ground and the pony
running for the forest. Of course, my brother and | knew
better than to laugh. But, my mother, watching from the
window, was in tears from laughing so hard!

As before, Dad walked to the forest and retrieved the
pony. Dad decided that he will give it another go. Up on
the pony’s back he went. This time she waited till he
said giddy-up and then started walking at a slow steady
pace. When she got to the spot where she would do her
trick she never wavered in her speed. Nothing happened
on the whole trip going or coming. He slid off her back
and stared at her for a good long minute. Then he said
“Well now, that is that!” As far as Dad was concerned
he had won the battle of man vs. pony. The pony
watched him as he walked away until he disappeared
into the house. Then she slowly turned her head and
looked at me. And there, in her eyes, was the same
peculiar look she had given me before. | got the feeling
that she was trying to tell me that SHE was the smarter
of the two but also knew who bought the grain. From that
day on she was a wonderful pet. But every once in a
while | would see that look in her eyes and
wonder.................

By the way, Dad named the pony, Brownie!



THIS MONTH’S MEMBER SPOTLIGHT!!!

DO YOU KNOW WHICH MEMBER THIS IS?

Here are some answers given by this member
during a recent interview > > > >

What was your first motorcycle (year/make/model)?
1974 Kawaski 750 / bored out to 900. Boy could that
baby get up and move!

Describe your first motor cycle ride (including when
and where)?

1974 Open roads and cool breezes in the country clean
air. Doesn’t get better than that!

Why did you decide to become a member of
GWRRA/MD CHPT H?

I had been in another motorcycle group and after a few
years they would go to the same old places

and it got “old hat”. Sometimes the group would forget
the ride and head straight for the dinner plate.

What has been your most memorable bike ride?
The first time | gave the bike gas and shifted gears
myself and lifting my feet and learning the feeling of
freedom

What would you say is your ultimate stress buster?
Riding the bike, of course. It’s the closest thing to riding
a horse which is my other choice. Spending time with the
old ball and chain. He keeps me level. And going out
with my friends.

What would you like more time for, to do what?
Not more time but more money! Cruises! And lots of
them!

What would you say your life motto is?
Don’t outsmart your common sense. Learn from my
mistakes if | ever make one.

What would be your most favorite home cooked
meal?

Filet Mignon with marinade rub grilled to perfection,
baked potato, and fresh, and | do mean fresh,
vegetables!

NOW DO YOU KNOW WHO THIS IS?
Email the editors and let us know who you believe it

is (housanml@comcast.net).






